Five Poems

Carol Potter All the Way Home
We came up out of the woods, five children hanging onto the running board, the train ten miles behind us making its way towards Nehasane, Sabattis,
Montreal.
We came up out of the woods to see the lake lying out before us, no one whispering in our ears, 'Take care, take care.'
There was the green dark of trees we pulled around our shoulders at night, the light from the lake on our faces.
There was the man who lived up the hill above the lake before we were born. 
